would. But I reckoned without my conscience. One evening, as
I was walking through Eastcheap with a young friend (a young
man with his life before him), I passed a fat old man, half drunk,
leering at a woman who ought to have been young but wasnt,
The next moment my conscience was saying in my ear: 'William:
is this funny?' I preached at my young friend until he pretended
he had an appointment and left me. Then I went home and spoilt
the end of the play. I didnt do it well. I couldnt do it right. But
I had to make that old man perish miserably; and I had to hang
his wretched parasites or throw them into the gutter and the
hospital. One should think before one begins things of this sort.
By the way, would you mind shutting the door? I am catching
cold."

"So sorry," said the lady. "My fault." And she ran to the door
and shut it before the costumier could anticipate her.

Too late.

"I am going to sneeze," said the bust; "and I dont know that
I can."

With an effort it succeeded just a little in retracting its nostrils
and screwing up its eyes. A fearful explosion followed. Then the
bust lay in fragments on the floor.

It never spoke again.

